spring of 1936, just before leaving Florence for Paris and
England. Our intention was to furnish it and move in as
soon as we returned in the autumn.
But coming events were casting their shadows a long
way hefbre them and John, who had never been really
robust, was never, to my mind, to know good health again.
Akeady at Merano there had been signs of an affection of
the eyelids that was increasingly to distress her as the years
went by. It began as the faintest sensation of a foreign body
in one eye but was actually a spasm of the lower lid which
turned the lashes inwards against the eyeball and eventually
affected both eyes to such a degree that she got little respite,
work became impossible and operative interference essential.
Meanwhile, that summer while we were in Rye, what
seemed at the time a trifling fall actually caused a triple
fracture of her ankle. This was diagnosed by a local doctor
as a sprain, allowed to set before an X-ray was taken, and
when I removed her by ambulance to London the ankle
had to be broken again and reset. We spent the remainder
of the summer together in the London Clinic and whence
time came for our return to Italy she was still on crutches
with her ankle in a plaster case.
Moreover she was in a surprisingly weakened condition
that did not seem sufficiently accounted for by her injury...
it took her a whole year to recover completely, but at that
time there were no symptoms to arouse suspicions of any
sinister reason for her lack of recuperative power.
However, though weak in body she was never weak in
spirit and she was utterly determined that whatever might
be the difficulties, no illness of hers should be the cause of
allowing Evguenia to face a northern winter. I therefore
arranged for relays of carrying chairs, and we crossed the
Channel with the assistance of a nurse who handed us over
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